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Wen Lo returned to his village with only one arm,
But he was glad he was still alive. He embraced his
wife with his one arm and patted her firm back.

Fat Fu Tsin had been killed. But all who returned
said he had fought like a bear. He, who sometimes had
fled before a pig which he thought was a demon, had
declared he didn't care whether the robbers from the
North were demons or not. He had refused to use a
rifle as he didn't know what to do with it. But he had
ran his pitchfork into the bodies of many enemies. At
last he had done this to a tall Northern officer. But
this man, with the pitchfork in his bowels, had still
had strength to fire his pistol and the bullet had hit Fu
Tsin between the eyes. Fu Tsin hadn't let go of the
pitchfork and he and the officer had broken down
together.

All the men of the village, with the exception of
the very old and a cripple, had been to battle. About
one third of them had been killed; their wives yelled
their grief through the village. Almost all had been
wounded, But they laughed and started to till the
fields which in the meantime had been cared for by
the women.- It was joy to till the fields; they belonged
to them now, no doubt, and they hadn't to pay taxes
and rent from now to eternity.